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                  ODE FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY 
                    BY THE REV. MR. VIDAL 
                  Set to Music by William Boyce. 
                 THE Charms of Harmony display 
                 Of Heaven’s Omnipotence a ray: 
                 Sov’reign queen o’er human Souls, 
                 Each care, each passion she controuls; 
                 On Earth she ev’ry pow’r can quell 
                 And bring departed ghosts from hell. 
                 If the hopeless Lover’s Heart 
                   Sinks down, oppress’d with Woe; 
                 Dead’ned by the bleeding Smart, 
                   The Stream of life runs low. 
                 Music’s healing Voice applied, 
                   He hears away his pain; 
                 Gently swells the Spirits’s tide, 
                   Then briskly springs again. 
               Where peace prevails and Plenty flows, 
                  These blessings Harmony ensures, 

               Heightens the joy which peace bestows, 
                  From Plenty new Delight procures. 
                     In War’s fierce Alarms 
                     The bravest she warms. 
                     By Music elate, 
                        Nor fearing to die, 
                     Though doubtful’s their fate, 
                        To battle they fly. 
                 When the trumpet loudly calls 
                 To arms, all terror falls; 
                 Rous’d up, the very cowards, 
                 Their fright in courage lost. 
              Yet is not Melody confin’d 
              To soothe the breast of human kind: 
              Her piercing sounds can quickly wing 
              Their flight to the Almighty King. 
¡ ¡ ¡ ¡ ¡ ¡ ¡ Cecilia sings and strikes the lyre; 
              Her melting notes with raptures fire; 
              Heav’n’s gates fly open at her plaint, 
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The charms of Harmony display 
Of Heaven’s Omnipotence a ray, 
Of Heaven’s Omnipotence a ray: 
**Sov’reign queen o’er human souls, 
**Each care, each passion she controuls; 
**Sov’reign queen o’er human souls, 
**Each care, each passion she controuls; 
On earth she ev’ry pow’r can quell 
And bring departed ghosts from hell. 
On earth she ev’ry pow’r can quell 
And bring departed ghosts from hell.¡
**Sov’reign queen o’er human souls, 
**Each care, each passion she controuls; 
**Sov’reign queen o’er human souls, 
**Each care, each passion she controuls; 
On earth she ev’ry pow’r can quell 
And bring departed ghosts from hell. 
On earth she ev’ry pow’r can quell 
And bring departed ghosts from hell, 
Bring departed ghosts from hell, 







If the hopeless lover’s heart 
Sinks down, oppress’d with woe; 
Dead’ned by the bleeding smart, 
The stream of life runs low, 
The stream of life runs low. 
Music’s healing voice applied, 
He hears away his pain; 
Gently swells the spirit’s tide, 
Then briskly springs again,
Then briskly springs again.
If the hopeless lover’s heart 
Sinks down, oppress’d with woe; 
Dead’ned by the bleeding smart, 
The stream of life runs low, 
The stream of life runs low. 
Music’s healing voice applied, 
He hears away his pain; 
Gently swells the spirit’s tide, 
Then briskly springs again, 
Then briskly springs again,
Briskly springs again.
Gently swells the spirit’s tide, 
Then briskly springs again, 










Where peace prevails and plenty flows, 
These blessings harmony ensures, 
**Heightens the joy which peace bestows, 
**From plenty new delight procures. 
**Heightens the joy] which peace bestows, 
From plenty new delight procures.¡
Where peace prevails, where peace prevails¡
These blessings harmony ensures, 
These blessings harmony ensures, 
**Heightens the joy] which peace bestows, 
From plenty new delight procures. 
**Heightens the joy, ] which peace bestows, 
From plenty new delight procures. 
**Heightens the joy, the joy, the joy,] which peace bestows, 
From plenty new delight procures, new delight procures, 
From plenty new delight procures. 
Where peace prevails and plenty flows, 
These blessings harmony ensures, 
Heightens the joy which peace bestows,¡
From plenty new delight procures, new delight procures, 














In war’s fierce alarms 
The braves, the bravest, the bravest she warms, 
By Music elate, 
Nor fearing to die, 
Though doubtful’s their fate, 
To Battle they fly, they fly,
Though doubtful’s their fate, 
To battle they fly, 
In war’s fierce alarms 
The braves she warms, the bravest, the bravest, the bravest she warms, 
By Music elate, 
Nor fearing to die, 
Though doubtful’s their fate, 
To Battle they fly, to Battle they fly,
By Music elate, 
Nor fearing to die, 
Though doubtful’s their Fate, 
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To battle they fly, to battle they fly,
By Music elate, 
Nor fearing to die, 
Though doubtful’s their fate, 
To battle they fly,
Though doubtful’s their fate, 




When the trumpet loudly calls 
To arms, all terror falls, all terror falls, all terror falls; 
Rous’d up, the very cowards lost, 
Their fright in courage lost, 
The very cowards lost, 
Rous’d up, the very cowards lost, 
Their Fright in courage lost, 







Cecilia sings and strikes the lyre; 
Her melting notes with raptures fire. 
Her melting notes with raptures fire 

Her melting notes with raptures fire, with raptures fire; 
Heav’n’s gates fly open, fly open at her plaint, 
And raise the woman to a saint, 
And raise the woman to a saint., 
And raise the woman to a saint. 
Cecilia sings and strikes the lyre; 
Her melting notes with raptures fire. 
Her melting notes with raptures fire 
Her melting notes with raptures fire, with raptures fire; 
Heav’n’s gates fly open, fly open at her plaint, 
And raise the woman to a saint, 
And raise the woman to a saint, 
And raise the woman to a saint, 
And raise the woman to a saint. 
Heav’n’s gates fly open, fly open at her plaint, 
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